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I could not expect to. Something, though, was
gained that day. It cannot be named. It is of
no value. It is, you may have guessed, that very
light which it has been admitted may since have
gone out.

Well, nobody who has ever surprised that light
in Dockland will be persuaded that it is not there
still, and will remain. What the foreshore of
London is to some of us, and what those lights are
which we see as reflections coming down the
waters from a far adventure, to others would be
what they are. The foreshore to them is the
unending monotony of grey streets, sometimes
grim, often decayed, and always reticent and
sullen, that might never have seen the stars or
heard of good luck ; and the light would be, when
closely looked at, merely a high gas bracket on a
dank wall in solitude, its glass broken, and the
flame within it fluttering to extinction like an
imprisoned and crippled moth trying to evade the
squeeze of giant darkness and the wind. The
narrow and forbidding by-way under that glim-,
a path intermittent and depending on the weight
of the night which is- trying to blot it out alto-
gether, goes to Wapping Old Stairs. Prince